LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

tion and taste, politeness and sensibility.    My
relative is indolent and lazy; he is no longer so
unhappy at being married because he has almost
forgotten that he is so.   The other is quietly sad
and pensive.   Since the first day they have associ-
ated with as much ease as if they had known each
other all their lives;  but my relative appears to
me each day to be more occupied with Cecilia.
Yesterday, while they were speaking of America and
of the war, Cecilia said to me quite low, " Mamma,
one of these gentlemen is in love with you."
" And the other with you," I answered.
Whereupon she set to surveying him, smiling.
He is of so noble and distinguished an appearance
that were it not for the young lord I should be
concerned to think I had spoken a truth.   Indeed,
I ought still to feel concerned; but it is not
possible to take so many things at once to heart.
My relative and his wife must extricate themselves
as best they can.   My cousin has not observed the
young lord, who is not here as much as his
governor, but when the young man, on returning
from his college and his Studies, does not find his
companion at his own house he comes to look for
him at mine.   That is what he did yesterday; and,
knowing that we were to go that evening to the
cousin with whom he had been boarding, he
implored me to conduct, him there, saying that he
could not endure, after the kindnesses he had met
with at first in that family, the appearance of cool-
ness that now existed between them.   I said that
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